THE   MESSENGER

Richard J.ft Brenchley, engaged in sand extrac-
tion at Mumbra, adjacent to Bombay, India.

On November igth, 1921, as he was quietly pro-
ceeding to the Bombay Improvement Trust work-
shops, he was set upon, his eyes were gouged out
and eventually he was beaten to death by a group
of rioters in a public street of Byculla, a suburb of
Bombay.                                          r

This was during the visit of the Prince of Wales
to India, when Gandhi was at the height of his
popularity as saint and political leader, and had,
through his violent speeches against the British,
worked his followers into a frenzy of race hatred.
My husband was probably mistaken for a Britisher
when he was murdered by Gandhi's followers.

Within three days following this killing of my
husband, word was brought me from Gandhi that
he greatly desired an interview with me, begging
me to set a time when I would receive him. I was
then stopping with an American family in Bom-
bay. Gandhi's emissary was Mrs. Sarojini Naidu,
the Indian poetess and politician.

Mrs. Naidu was greatly agitated, and made
many statements to me that I feel she would now
like to unsay. Her chief concern, however, was
that the American public should never be allowed
to hear of this outrage committed upon my hus-
band ; and she very frankly asked me my price for
refraining from ever discussing or advertising the
affair in America and from myself returning to
America. Under no condition, said Mrs. Naidu,
would they be willing that the American public
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